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ASYLUM POEMS 


Voices sort through 
the self-pile 
convening briefly 
in late echoes 


Eye and hand and 
breathing, watching 
the eyes that are 

for you against you 


These always even 
your own eyes closed 
swarming of voice-eyes 
wind-full leaves 


This hand is infused 
with a destined 
energy it is I 

who am this 


Unbelievable the 
scar of space-time 
left gaping Iam 
not of this cycle 


This context this 
world I am not 
from around here 
life screams me 


A life screams through 
me it is me I this 
raging itself out 
through my arms legs 


My heart is beating 
in protest against 
struggling with it 
bars wings walls 


The glass is filled 
up to my throat 
with the vomit 

of nicotine hours 


Fragments of past 
lives come to me 

in the corridor 

of space and time 


Faces bulge out 
from shoulders 
from backs from 
doors and windows 


Voices of confusion 
and the pesticide 

of memories linger 
in my mind’s throat 


The attendants 
are full of secrets 


like a straw man 
full of field mice 


The plague bubonic 
was spread by 

mice of this world 
eating into another 


The real humans 
must hide inside 
their bodies 
deeper and deeper 


Vaginal shark mouth 
of night terrors 
twisted upward 
like raw winter trees 


Abraded abused 
landscape face 
numbed by chemicals 
covered with a sheet 


Memory abandons 
the sunken ship 
yet its tooth marks 
are still left 


My love has no 
limit it extends 
out past the walls 
that hold me 


It tears the metal 
door like cardboard 
it melts metal bars 
like candles 


And yet it is 

blocked inside of me 
like the wood 

inside a tree 


My love is held 
inside my head 
like water in 

a clogged drain 


It cannot flow 
down into me 
it cannot be felt 
inside 


It cannot become 
part of the 
underground stream 
that Iam 


My heart is 

an ashtray full 
of cigarette butts 
twisted burnt 


My throat is 

dry and twisted 
from crying out 

in hour glass sands 


I swim through 
the sand that 
itself is drowning 
in empty skies 


Past and future 

are a vice 
squeezing my head 
like testicles 


Sperm of dreams 
is crushed 

like small grapes 
of infinite wine 


My heart becomes 
like a hammer now 
screaming a hammer 
that’s chipping away 


The hours are 
dropped into 
my ear from 
others’ faces 


The faces stretch 

and twist like 

smoke and become 

like stretched-down ears 


Time and the hours 
fill in the knot 
holes of space 

that hum like rain 


A sun was 

shining in my room 
there on the wall 
the size of a hand 


The room was 
shining in the dark 
and everything was 
a sign of itself 


The dark was 

tense with a 

new voice someone 
called me softly 


Voices in the trees 
build up inside 

the light and 
come echoing 


I walk though 
them in the yard 
they’re like rain 
through the leaves 


With rain mist 

rises from the ground 
with these voices I 
myself am like mist 


Streams of clouds 
spill past the 
hospital grounds 
roofs of the city 


Bright deep blue 
sky white and 
wide ships’ wakes 
of spray 


The world is wide 
the day is bright 
and clear yes I 
would love the day 


Sleep opens its 
manhole cover 

I slip down 

into the underground 


I almost don’t 
want to say 
where I go oh 
it’s really terrible 


Dreams are the 
excrement of the mind 
I think unless 

they’re its blood 


My head is like 
a glass of beer 
frothing up 

in prism dreams 


Prism dreams 

prison dreams as well 
dreams of the prisoners 
prisons themselves 


One day like 
Aphrodite I will 
step out of all this 
onto the shore 


The days of paper 
are written on 

and thrown away 
there are many such 


The marks set down 
are numerous small 
and hard to read 
they’re very hard 


Somewhere inside 

there is a real life 
somewhere around there is 
areal world 


This room is 

a cube in space 
and time there are 
others like it 


Light steps in 

like a gown trailed 
behind who or what 
is the personage? 


At night there are 
others here quite 
different than this one 
whispering constantly 


Sophia are you 

here with me when 
will you, when will we 
see each other? 


You must come 

to me here 

I am waiting and I hold 
myself ready 


Invisible light 

silent yet perfect 
speech, needed 
incomparable insight 


Luminous clouds 
flow over the day 
the earth’s skin 
glows with chill air 


Patches of red gold 
and orange on hills 
domes of the old churches 
red brick buildings 


Long life has been here 
subsisting on 

the earth, continuing 
regardless on and on 


Corridor of screams 
well at least 

shouts such a 

noisy crowd 


Who can decide 
the utterance’s 
meaning, who 
tell me who? 


The utterance is 
a wing on which 
the self is flown 
bumping against walls 


Look out the window 
wind washed day 
leaves littering and 
the earth looks cold 


Cloud cover like ash 
and the hills are 
green slate roofs 
light flashes darkly 


Lightning of no lightning 
day full of events 

like eye motes 

both bright and dark 


The windows are 
sealed here barred 
I cannot leave, 

or not by them 


Nor by the doors 
heavy doors and 
always always locked 
large silver keys 


Where is the key? 
is it large 

or small, is it 
light or dark? 


The whole world 
is a hospital 

this I have heard 
read many times 


Veins of the dark 
trees like cracks 
through an eggshell 
the webbed corridor 


The sucking floors 
washed with blood 
the chemical smell 
of antiseptic day 


The wind blows through 
the hospital and 

the snow falls 

on charts and forms 


The wind is cold 
through the corridors 
I hear it at night 

it sounds so loud 


Hallways are crowded 
the rooms used 

to be but now 

there is only snow 


A cat was here 
walking through 
the walls it came 
from my dream 


All night it was 
watching while 

I slept and therefore 
I didn’t sleep 


Sometimes I wonder 
what color it was 

at night seeing only 
its two green eyes 


Death stepped into 
the corridor, 

it walked down 
through the hallways 


Trailing black leaves 
its muddy boots 
there was straw mud 
and a field smell 


Death made sounds 
like an animal, 
death made sounds 
not like a man 


My brother is 
pouring blackness 
into my mind 

like ink from a pen 


My sister is 
swimming through 
the sheets inside 
my river bed 


My mother is 

eating the black 
eggshell the street light 
cracks out of 


The spiders are 
making stars 
along the ceiling 
arachnid zodiac 


Spider eyes are 
twinkling in the 
fireplace grating 
of the room’s sky 


The moon is gold 
and swimming 

in the cobalt 

of the window’s pool 


I am standing 

I am walking 
and space listens 
for my steps 


I reach out 

both my hands 

grab the new sun 
by its shining throat 


Cut me and 
I shall bleed 
it says I shall bleed 
all over you 


Voices pour into me 
anonymous 

and terrible, these 
are the voices 


My ear tries to 
sort them like 

an hour glass 

of crowding sand 


The freezer door 
has been opened 
to the chilling mist 
of white shivers 


I will rise up 

with the dawn 
now step out 

to the living street 


Yes I will do it, 

the night will crack 
in the grip of 
expanding hills 


Reach out my arms 
reach out my eyes -- 
striving, my steps 
touch the earth 


The sun comes up 
luminous strong 
the sliver of moon 
embraces it 


Who could bring 
together who or what 
such different things 
the day the night 


Glories in the sky 
outside the window 
even as I breathe the air 
even as I watch 


My thoughts live 
elsewhere in 

the roaring day 
the starred night 


My thoughts 

live elsewhere 

in the neon in 
light-chipped streets 


My thinking is 
hidden somewhere 
inside my time my 
hiding thoughts 


Thinking takes place 
somewhere who 

can tell me who 

can show it to me 


The soul unfurled 
like a flag, 

flag pole dendrite 
serotonin wind 


Television screen 

of the human face 
images so insubstantial 
and quite fixed 


The long street 
twisted into 

a tunnel of colored 
signs street lights 


Playing cards 

of neon deal 

the lone pedestrian 
a different hand 


Crowded synapses 
of streets 

twist my thoughts 
in bright amnesia 


Thinking is thought 
somewhere somehow 
inside a light 

the bulb my brain 


My brain is 
somewhere around 
here anybody 

seen it locate it 


Cloud chamber 
where space/time 
cross where 

world particles flash 


The group is full 
of thoughts silent 
placement of 

a foot of a hand 


Cigarette smoke 

cracks the picture 
webbing the light 
in streams of milk 


What is known 
and what is unsaid 
is held invisible 
inside each face 


A clear syringe 

bee stings my arm 
the heavenly eye 
squeezes out one drop 


Such clear elevation 

and I rise up through 
the heights, luminous 
husks are left behind 


The clouds themselves 
are there paving 

the sky below me 
silent and bright 


Light storms in 

the blinds whose 
razors slash through 
its face 


Day ticks through 
the silent corridor 
the others are 

not here 


They are not 

here anymore who 
knows where they 
have gone 


Why is it always 
the first word ? 
light is always it 
is always this 


No doubt used 
too often no 
doubt and it 
cannot go on 


Or can it? Tell me 
the name 

of the world unseen, 
is it nothing? 


Women walk through 
the halls coming 

out of the light 

or the darkness 


A ward full of 

men half of them 
virgins most of them 
homeless once 


Light full of 
corridors full of 
women each with 
so many followers 


Sheila Jane or 

Jeannie so many 

lovers coming and going 
your careless screwing 


How can I 

present myself 
there in your so 
crowded court? 


Iam not a man 

of the world 

and yet I am, 

though of a different one 


Intimate relationships 
with so many men 
you with so many 
voices I 


You are the virgin of 
certain things perhaps 
I of other things, 

this is clear 


O that I could 

make your voice 

be one that I 

hear so close and hard 


Passion infatuation 

and commitment I 

have committed myself 
and others agreed 


It was you that 

I had in mind 

O my precious queen 
of wide spread legs 


A thousand thousand 
fruit to touch knocking 
so hard against you 

I can hear 


Semen flows in 

your channels stream 
within many streams 
of so many kinds 


If each man each 

glans and striking shaft 
is different which 

of course they are 


O how can one 
ever compete -- 
the furious endless 
and supposed life 


Crystalline beauty 
of your skin 

filled with streaming 
and cancerous fire 


I cannot touch 

you though outside 

this clear perfect point this 
rational injection 


I drift somewher 
between synapse 

and synapse liberated 
yet trapped 


O my queen with 

a thousand testicles 

banging your crotch 
numerous insertions 


It is so glorious 
your promiscuity 
how I love it and 
how I adore you 


Your slender calves 
pull in one pair 

of hips after another 
then push them off 


Phallic impression 
on your cervix 
like a brief kiss 

or a heart beat 


Spreading the leaves 
of your book wide 
the rough handle 
that you grip 


Chlorpromazine 
renders me incapable 
however and yet it is 
the keys to my kingdom 


Good enough mothering 
and how [I still 

can feel the sting 

of metal coat hangers 


No abortion perhaps 
and yet still 

this tender care 

I was favored I think 


And the red queen so 
strident and grand 

set her mark upon me 
circumcision’s kiss 


Brilliant mood of 
assertion and vengeance 

as the orgasm clutches you 
your nameless partner 


He has you pinned 

on the mattress 

spread eagle in the dark 
forcing your cries 


Sharp fast jabs 

open your walls 

your dams breaking 

his balls slap your waves 


Your legs are an 
inner tube around 
his waist and 

you ride his waves 


Your arms spread 

wide on the sheet 

your nipples stretched up 
your white under arms 


How high your knees 
can rise and the 
digging in heels 

grip his buttocks 


Night of pouring leaves 
through the moon light iris 
pupil of the high 

clock’s face stares 


We are walking 
through the hospital 
its grass and trees 

the doctors are asleep 


When they wake up 
they’ ll be wanting 

to give us all injections 
and so we must run 


The hospital at night 
is SO quiet 

the shouts all 

go to sleep too 


A partridge walked 
into my room 

quite small and soft 
glowing slightly 


Then it slept 

all night inside 

the palm of my hand 
singing softly 


The night is full 

of honeycombs 

where eyes are waiting 
like a million bees 


The walls of the room 
are stiff paper 

formed of gold wax 

a hollowed out candle 


Bees are moving 
inside the walls 

their shadows buzzing 
waiting for the sun 


Strange moods 

move through the crowd 
of idle men 

pacing the hill 


Unaccustomed moods 
that draw a street corner, 
strings that tighten 
conversation's throat 


Moods that bring down 
cold angelic voices 
cold demonic voices 
that stutter and scream 


AUTUMN, SEASON OF QUIET 


Green cloud cover 
the hills weightless 
float onward, off 
into the day 


But tree tops break 
apart in wind 
and the air is 
flashing bright cold 


Then eyes of black leaves 
open in the night, 

a candle is burning 
behind each one 


Fascinating leaves 
with light distributed 
plus minus points 
scintillating 


Glowing sky 
somewhat more than 
blue, other than 
blue, other-bright 


The tree is a 

dendrite the branching 
synapses mind, 

mind of the sky 


Mind soaked in 
daylight with 

cloud moods shifting 
and shadows 


Something is 
thinking the world 
is being slowly 
slowly revised 


I would run 

into the end of it -- 
I can’t wait, 

can’t wait to see 


Blood flows through 
the sunset it is 

a hole the 

world bleeds into 


Clotting of world 
blood around the 
crust of earth 

a burnt crust now 


Feelings of deep 
lostness, forlorn 
and empty space 
light-haunted, still 


I walk under 
the deep blue of 
the autumn sky 
denuded earth 


Light strikes 
the edge of 

the earth’s face 
the fields 


White gold 
now the pelt of 
the world we 
try to hold on to 


The branch will 
hold the entire 
sun the wind 
cannot blow it off 


The sun is steady 
in the sky 

my hand 

cannot touch it 


It touches me 
instead it 

touches me through 
my eye my mind 


The wind eats 
through the leaves, 
it is a ravenous 
hungry wind 


The rain dissolves 
the prints of leaves 
the fox’s steps 

the spider's web 


Bring me some 

handfuls of black mud 
cold water from the river 
the wet green grass 


Black wind and rain 
smashes the lamp, 
it was a green 
storm lamp set out 


Green candle snuffed 
by the prickling wave 
of the loud northwest 
with striking spray 


Glorious glorious 
cold and wet 
hammering windows 
trying to come in 


This is who I am -- 
you autumn rain 

you wind and storms 
these are my footprints 


These are my eyes 

to look straight 

into you, these 

are my grasping hands 


My arms my legs 

my muddy shoes, 
with them I walked 
the green black fields 


Waves of rocks 

of gray black cloud 
gathering upward 
the stars opening 


The night sky 
crystalline 

marked like a pool 
with deep light trails 


Intoxicated wind 
that blows 

the night along, 
intoxicated wind 


The mud surface of 
the earth my shoes 

are soaked with rain -- 
the wind, wet grass 


The fields break onto 
these dark shapes 

of the night 

filling up with stars 


See the trees tossing 
at the very edge 

of the hill far off -- 
I’m going there 


Break down the last 
of the old tree 

wind storm, rain storm 
break it down 


Smash all the branches 
snap them off, 

litter the last leaves 

all over the road 


But no matter and 

no matter it 

cannot really be done -- 
the tree’s still there 


Pouring rain into 

the mouths of the lake 
and the lake is 
shutting its eyes 


Pouring night into 

the throats of the wind 
and the wind is 
opening wider 


Opening wider wider, 

oh it's so strongly blowing 
branches torn, and leaves leaves 
snapping from the trees 


Enormous power 
of the storm 

that tramples us 
into earth and mud 


Enormous power 
of the end 

that blots us out 
annihilates 


Nothing is left -- 
how wonderful ! 
how glad I am 
nothing will be left 


Luminous water 
dropping through light 
through yellow leaves 
and through gold leaves 


Cold rain falling 
through the branches 
and a bright wind 

is moving them 


Breathe in the air 
breathe in the rain 
the rain in the air 
the cold and light 


The green lights fill 
the morning and 
the still water, so 
plumbed with trees 


Branches web the sun 
that's opening eyes 

in blond wood streamings 
peacock eyes the grain 


Then evening leaks its 
red light once again 
from the fray of 

the hill’s black sleeve 


The air is clear 

and empty today 
the sky is light blue 
high and bright 


The sun hangs 
over the abyss 

of earth, a deep sky 
from far beyond 


The earth is now 
clear of everything 
but the light itself 
these days of autumn 


Pitiless autumn 
full of empty light 
high bright sun 
and shining trees 


Men and women 
walk underneath 

its high piled clouds, 
where are they going? 


The rivers shine 
and the hills lie 
bare and open 
to our sight 


It is autumn 
now once again 
and the streets 
are full of rain 


I remember 
everything it 
seems yes that 
ever happened 


Bring me the rain 
to wash away 

these memories, for 
I don’t want them 


Grapes hang on 
the stiff vines 
each a kind of sun 
fastened to a stem 


Each one is a blue 
and clouded sphere, 
inside of it though 
the cold juice is hard 


Frost webs caul 

the fence post tops 
and morning’s mist 
steams icy white 


AFTERWORD 


Encounters With the Author in Taipei 


We first made the author’s acquaintance at a well-known 
restaurant in Taipei, the Wysteria Tea House, famous as 
having been a meeting place at one time for dissident 
intellectuals in the years of political struggle in Taiwan . 


During the recent effort to publish his rather extensive 
work, we had various occasions to discuss aspects of his 
past and current writing. 


Your poetry is quite varied in style and in form. Where do 
you locate yourself in the overall debate concerning poetic 
form? 


I consider myself an eclectic. The main thing for me is to 
grasp, mentally, a certain object -- that is, an experience, a 
scene, an event -- to see it and feel it. Any language that 
seems to convey the reality of that is good, any language 
which remains merely language, merely words, is for me of 
no interest, in some cases it is actively negative, in the 
sense of being obstructive. 


A cliche? 


Yes or not even a cliche but in a way worse than that. Much 
of our language obscures the nature of reality. Words in 
themselves are, in a sense, the enemy of writing. I tell 
students that all the time. Words most often merely convey 
the usual accepted social understanding. Writing is for the 
purpose of grasping reality itself, which is always 
something other than the social understanding. 


Do you consider yourself a political writer? 


All writing is political in the sense of attempting to correct 
these false social understandings. At times its purpose is to 
merely reveal with a new freshness, a perceptual freshness, 
as it were. But even this itself has a certain basic political 
significance, in the sense that awakened human beings will 
act and think differently than those who are at rest in the 
normal tranquilized non-perception that we usually are 
caught up in. 


Does living outside the United States help or hinder your 
writing? 


I think it helps, in general. It is in some ways a very 
undeveloped culture, yet in other ways it is overbearing. 
(The US, that is.) There is, for example, a great deal of 
rather stifling political correctness, as it's called, and to get 
away from that is itself a positive thing. For a while I had 
no idea how I would ever get all this material published, 
especially if you're not there trying to do all the 
"networking" that is needed, and which I was absolutely 
terrible at anyway -- worse than terrible, I really had no 
clue, I still don't, I suppose. And then it came about that 
you could just do it all by yourself, by means of the 
internet. 


How much material is it? It's quite a lot, it would seem. 
Yes, I guess it's about 40 volumes or so. Over 2,000 pages, 
if you want to measure it like that. I don't know how much 


it would weigh. 


There seem to be many styles represented. Was that 
something you consciously strove for? 


Yes. I always wanted to be able to represent a wide variety 
of experiences. My first models for the artist were people 
such as Picasso, Goethe, Bach -- artists who could work in 
a very wide range of forms and even use widely different 
styles. Of course, I can't compare myself to people like that, 
but it was still a goal, to try many types of things. 


What sorts of things are you working on currently? 


Well as you know I am trying to get all this existing work 
published, going through it, touching it up here and there, 
proofreading, and so forth. After that, I think I might return 
to some translating work -- Holderlin especially, and some 
Chinese poets, but don't ask me which ones. 


All right, but can you say whether they are modern or 
classical? 


Classical. My favorite is Mung Hao-Ren, actually. 
What were you trying to achieve with these pieces? 


They were written while I was working in a psychiatric 
hospital, actually. But the topic of psychosis is used as a 
metaphor for other things. I suppose the style has an 
expressionistic torque to it. The poems of autumn that come 
after are perhaps the glimpse of a promised land. 
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